
Shewing an ontward pitty : yet you PiUtes 
Have here deliver'd me to my fowre Croffe, 

And Water cannot Wafhaway yourfinne. 

Nor. My Lord di(patch,read o’re thefe Articles* 
V.ich. Mine eyes are full of teares,T cannot fee : 

And yet falt-water blindes them not fo much, 

But they can fee a fortofTraytors here. 

Nay, if \ turne mine eyes upon my felfe, 

I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft 
For I have given here my foules confent, 

T* undecke the pompous body of a King ; 

Made glory bale, a foveraigre, a Have ; 

Proud Maiefty,a fubieft; State, a Pefant, 

Nor. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haught-infultingman ; 
No,nornomans Lord: I have no Name, no Title : 

No, not that Name was given me at the Font, 

But’tis uferpt: alackethe heavy day, 

Thatl have wornelb many Winters out, 

And know not now, what Name to call my felfe. 1 
Oh, that I were a mockery. King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Bullingbrooke i 
To melt my felfe away in Water-drops: 

Good King,great King ,and yet not greatly good. 

And if my word be fterlirg yet in Lngiand, 

Let it command a mirror hither liraight, 

T bat it may fhew me what a face I nave. 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Maiefty. 

Bui, G oe feme ofyou, and fetch a Loc-king-Glafle. 
Nor. Read o’re this Paper ,while the Glafle dothccme* 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me, ere I come to Hell. 
£«/.Vrgeit no more my Lord Northumberland* 

Nor •'l he Commons will not then be fatisfy’d* 
R/cA.They fhall be fatisfy’d : ile reade enough, 
When I doe fee the very Booke indeed, 

Where all my finnes are writ, and that’s my felfe. 

Enter one with a Glajfe . 

Give me that Gkffe,and therein will I reade. 

No 




No deeper wrinkles yet ?. hath forro w ftrucke 
So many blowes upon this face of mine. 

And made no deeper wounds? Oh flattering Glaflfe, 
Like to my followers in profperity. 

Thou do’ ft beguile me. Was this face the face 
That every day, under his houfhold Roofe, 

Did keepe ten thoufand men ? was this the face. 

That like the funne did make beholders winke ? 

Is this the face, which fac d fomany follyes. 

That was at laftouc-fac’d by Bulltngbrooke ? 

A brittle glory fhineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glory, is the face. 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred fhivers. 

Marke filentKing,the Morall of this (port. 

How foone my forrow hath deftroy’d my face. 

5«/.The fhadow of your forrow hath deftroy’d 
The fhadow of your face. 

Rich. Say that againe. 

The fhadow of my forrow: ha, lets fee, 

’Tisvery true,my griefe lyes all within. 

And thefe externall manners of laments. 

Are meerely fhadows to the unfeene griefe. 

That fvyells with filence in the tortur’d foulej 
There lies the fubftance: and I thanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv’ft 
Mecaufe to waile,but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe. lie begge one boone, 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more* 

Shall Iobtaineit ? 

•5«AName it,faire Cofin. 

Rich Fame Cofin ? I am greater than a King : 

For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Werethen my fubieas ; being now a fubica, 
l have a King here to my flatterer: 

Being fo gteat l have no need to begge. 

Bui. Yet aske. b& 

Bich, And (hall I have? 

Bui. You ihall.. 

. Rich. 



